DAWN

and submerged ?   He strained his vision across the smooth
grey sea.   Or was the leviathan round the headland over
there ?   Stavro was still running toward the German; who
had picked himself up and was plunging down to the boat
again.   There was a shot, and the boy fell; another shot,
and a piece of shingle struck his own chin.   Behind him
thundered the giant brothers charging through the scrub.
A bullet whined overhead, and another, and another.
They were trying to drop Spiro and Vassili, whose feet
were now grating the shingle.   " Run, run! " he shouted.
Was that poor little devil dead?   " Run!   Run! "

And then the German played on them the trick which
had been played on him. He jerked the net, and the
giants fell like two trees. When they were on their feet
again, Major Ernst von Rangel was in the boat.

" So that's that," Waterlow commented, holding his

ankle.

He bade the brothers hurry over to Stavro. There was
no more to be done with the boat, which was pulling
rapidly toward the easterly headland. 'Those glimmering
columns up there were looking down at the submarine
itself. The ghosts of dead worshippers would be shivering
to behold a sign of the old sea-god's power. A subject for
Turner ! Dawn breaking over the Temple of Poseidon
and a submarine below ! If he could only paint!

Spiro came along to say that it was a flesh wound in
the boy's thigh.    Plenty of blood, but nothing serious.
- They had bound it up.

" All right. Carry him in and put him on a sofa in
one of the empty rooms. And then come and help me
round to the balcony."

Waterlow's one idea now was to get rid of every-